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Then can my care tumlc, tongue dcliuer hStn«- . 

Kir-p. Mine eare is open 2nd my beartprephrd, 

Th e worfris worldly jpfk'thou canft vnfold, 

Saypsmv Kingdomefoft? Why .twnsmy care. 

And whatlofl'eisittobe.ndoficarer 
St^ues 'BrJim^breokv Jojb^as gpfttasrwe? - 
Great^kft^^i^tli<i:t}f'heiecij«SGcidi, f: mi: \ r./.-V 
Week fcfuc him too, and be his fellow fo. 

Reuolt our Subiecles? that we can not mendc. 

They Breakc tjtveir fay th to God as well as vs:- 
Cry vcoc^dd^ndtkrnp-uine, and decay. 

The worft is death, and death will liauehis day.. 

Siroo. Glad am I, that your Highnefte is fo armdc 
To bcare the tvdings of calamitie, 
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Like an vnfcafonahk ftorjine day, 

Which roakjc the finer iliuery.drovvne their fliores. u 
As if the world were alldiiTohideto tegres, 

•So high about hislimits fwels tire rage 
OfBu]lingbrooke,couering you r fearefull land 
With hard bright fteele,ancj', hearts harder then fteele : 

Wlhte beards haucarnKfdTeir thinneanei haireletre fcalpS' 
Againlhthy Mafoftie : and boyehwtith womens voyces 
Striue to fpeake biggeiand.cjap their female loynts 
In ftifife vnwildioanpes , again ft thy Crowne, 

Thyvery beadf-menltarne to bend their brow.es,.. 

Of double fatail woeagfUidithy Rate. 

Yea diftaftc women Htgnnag* ruftie bilks u, ■ i 
Againft thyfeate botj+y^Htgand old rebel!, 

And all gees wot fe then I haue po wer to tell. 

Kwo. To wcU^o y. tilth ou teifta talc fo ill 
Where is theLafk of VVll tOfire ; where i > I3ago t? 
Whatisbeccnic of Dufliic: where is Greener 

That they haue let the^ang^rouseijemic 

Meafurcour confines withfuchpcacefull fltpSfv , ... 

ifvve preuaile, their heads lh,aftp a ydbi' it 

I .warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbcopke. ; . < 
S.cro. Peace haue they macfewith him indeedemy Lord. 


King Richard the Second. 

Dogs eafily wonne to fiwneon any man. 

Sna Ices i n tuy heart blond vvarmd,that ftins; my heart j 
Three Iiidaffes,cach one thrice worfe then lucfas, 

Would they, make peace ! terrible hell. 

Make vvarre vpontheirfpottedfoirlesforthis. 

Scro. Sweeteioue's(I fee)ehanging: his property 
Turnes to the fow reft and moft deadly hate. • • 1 ' 

Againe vneurfe their foules, their peaceis made, 

With head, and not- with hands, thofewhom you curfe 
Haue felt the worft of deaths deftroying wound, 

And lie f uj llo,w grau'd in the hollow' ground. 

JtUnt. Is Bii line, Greene, and the Earle of Wiitfhire dead- 
Sc 9. Yea, all of them atBaftowlofttheir heads. 
slum. Where is the Duke my father with his power; 
King. No matter where,of comfort no man fpeake. 

Lets talke ofigpyyCjS,ofwovmes,nnd Epitaphs, 

Make duftouppapEr, and witliranie eyes: h ? 

Write forrow.op thebofomeofthe earth. : 

Lets chopfe Executors and talkerof wdls 
And yet hot fo, for what, can we bequeath', 
Say.e^jfdepofed bodies to the ground? \\ .% 

Onr lands, oiu‘:liups,andallarc Bullingbrooks, 

And nothing can we call onr ownp,but death. 

And that fmall modell of the barren earth. 

Which feruesas pafte and couer to our bones. 

For Gods fakelet vs fi t v pon the ground, . 

And tell- fad ital ics of the deathofKings, 

How fome haue beenc depofde,fome flaine in war. 

Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Some poyfoned by-rheir wises, fome fleeping kild s 
Ail murtliered : for within.thc hollow Crowne 
That rounds theiiiortall temples of a King, 

^.eepes death His court, and, thcretheaiitique fits. 

Scoffing his ftate,and grinning at bis pomoc. 

Allowing him abreath.alittleiccanc, 

1 o Monarchife,be feard,and kill with lookes, 
kirufinghim with fclfe and'Vainc conceit. 

As it tins ffofir which wftU?s a boHC our life. 
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